struck straight at Helene Willfuer's heart. Something
happened to her. There were some passages in this piece
which filled her with emotion, and it did not make
the least difference when kter Dr. Gebhardt, lecturer in
the History of Music, made some scathing remarks about
that type of music. It was really that piece, it was that
moment, which made her realise for the first time that
she was in love. Yes, she was in love, this young Helene
Willfuer; there was a force within lifting her out of
herself; there was a yearning, a longing for release ancl
fulfilment. She had never experienced such a feeling
before, but nevertheless she recognised it at once,
Quite clearly and distinctly—she was in love.
But in love with whom ? Ah 1 that was much more
complicated, much more obscure ; thai: depended on the
solving of so many immeasurable, indefinable things. A
new spark was burning in her, and now it just depended
from which side the wind blew. . . .
Helene Willfuer had two conversations that evening,
which roused her from her confused and happy dreams
and impressed themselves on her mind. The first took
pkce in a corner of the Professor's library, under the
light of a round green lamp. Ambrosius was smoking a
cigar and from the drawing-room next door drifted
detached fragments of conversation.
** Now we two chemists can talk shop for a moment,"
said Ambrosius ; " it's nice to have got hold of you for
a bit. How are you getting on with your work for your
degree ? Have you made up your mind which of the two
subjects it is to be ? "
" Well, Professor, I shall probably have to stick to
the experiments on mono-azidosuccinic acid," she
replied, pulling herself together. She was not feeling at
all in the mood for chemistry. fc I must manage things
to my means. If I pinch and scrape, I shall
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